thing, he was still falling, he was dizzy now and somehow
Sybil was mixed up in this dizziness and pain. He saw her
again as he had seen her in the narrow, dim corridor; her
head resting on the shoulder of that young American, his
hands clasped around her. He tried hard not to see this, to
get control of the situation, not to keep on falling. The
orchestra played on and his cue was hopelessly missed and
passed and gone. He strained his eyes, yet he saw nothing
but streaks of darkness shooting past him. He's killed me,
he thought furiously, and then his fall hurled him hard
against the edge of the last three steps. He had landed
head down, while his feet were,, caught by some piece of
scenery* Still he could not see where he was but he recog-
nized the smell of freshly cut wood. For a moment he let
himself relax there, inhaling that pleasant smell. The blunt
pain which stabbed through his entire body as he hit the
edge of the wood ebbed away, leaving a throbbing, con-
vulsive sensation in his chest, his temples or his legs. With
a mad effort he unhooked his foot from the piece of card-
board where it had caught and tumbled down still further,
until he came rolling on to the floor of the stage.

By now he understood that he had not been hit by a
bullet, but had merely tripped and tumbled down the
crazy set. He set his teeth, gave himself a sharp command
and got to his feet. Still everything was reeling within
him and there was this blunt pain which he could not
locate. His heart felt faint, it pumped slowly, as if there
were not enough pressure left in its intricate mechanism.
He looked down to the conductor for support and his nest
cue. He had lost track of the music entirely and not a word
or note was left in his memory.

What seemed to him an eternity of fumbling and stumbling
and falling into the dark, had been only a few seconds to the
rest of the world. The audience gasped when he came
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